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"I reckon as how young George ought to have finished
fiddling with that-there engine hours ago."

"Came in ten minutes ago by the back way and the car's
as right as a trivet. I reckon hell be dry as a bone now."
Nathaniel raised his voice, but Wilkins was too busy to hear.

" Grant your point/5 he said to Juicy, "but aren't you over-
looking-----"

"It seems to me", Mrs Fotheringay interrupted, "that
you're forgetting-----"

"I know it/' said Juicy, "I knew it when I started, you're
going to mention Lawrence, the wrong Lawrence, the man
who tied his lumbar ganglions round his solar plexus to keep
his metaphysics warm. Well, give me Intellect as Bill Blake
used to say. I don't mind a spot of Katharsis now and then,
but none of this hunting bugbears with a bowie knife. The
average woman has two and a quarter children, and, what
with the washing and the measles and the Education Officer,
quite enough too. Perhaps I digress, but in the words of Mrs
Gummidge: Poetry matters little to the modern world; those
who care about it can only go on caring. Vich likevise is the
end of all things. Pluck tufted Grow-toe, and pale Jessamine,
the I.R.P. is dead, diseased or daft. In the words of one of the
greatest of V.G.M.P.'s, Deshil Holies Eamus. Deshil Holies
Eamus. Hoopsa, boyaboy, hoopsa! Ladies and gentlemen:

let me recapitulate-----" Juicy was losing his grip: twitters

of conversation had broken out here and there among his
audience and the man from Bottlebush was furtively shuffling
a pack of cards. Old Gossip Batey grumbled to Ned Cooper:
"Beath? What do them gert boys want wi* a beath? I aint
never had a beath but once in me life, an' then I ketched a
cold".

Juicy sucked at his pipe for a moment, and Wilkins seized
his opportunity: "But surely Lady Chatterley is a convincing
proof that-----"

"Little boys should be obscene but not absurd." Juicy re-
sumed. "Let us consider this psychological rhetoric in the